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Crone laa Oy ow) Sane EBs. 


By William Cullen Bryant. 


Deem not that thou and I 

Are here the only worshippers to-day, 
Beneath this glorious sky, 

Mid the soft airs that o’er the meadows play. 
These airs, whose breathing stirs 

The fresh grass, are our fellow-worshippers. 


See, as they pass, they swing 
The censers of a thousand flowers-that bend 
O’er the young herbs of spring, 
And the sweet odors, like a prayer, ascend, 
- While, passing thence, the breeze 
Wakes the grave anthem of the forest trees. 


It is as when, of yore, | : 
The Hebrew poet called the mountain steeps, 

The forests, and the shore 
Of ocean, and the mighty mid-sea deeps, 

And stormy wind, to raise 
A universal symphony of praise. 
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For lo, the hills around, 

Gay in their early green, give silent thanks; 
And, with a joyous sound, ; 

The streamlet’s huddling waters kiss their banks; 
And, from its sunny nooks, [ looks. 

To heaven, with grateful smiles, the valley 


‘The blossomed apple tree, 

Among its flowery tufts on every spray, 
Offers the wandering bee 

A fragrant chapel for her matin lay, 
And a soft bass is heard 

From the quick pinions of the humming bird. 


Haply—tfor who ean tell— 

Aerial beings, from the world unseen, 
Haunting the sunny dell, 

Or slowly floating o’er the flowery green, 
May join our worship here 

With harmonies too fine for mortal ear. 


EUREKA. 


By J. G. Holland. 


Whom [ crown with love is royal: 
Matters not her blood or birth; 

She is queen, and I am loyal 
To the noblest of the earth. 
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Neither place, nor wealth, nor title, 
Lacks the man my friendship owns; 
His distinction, true and vital, 
Shines supreme o'er crowns and thrones. 


Where true love bestows its sweetness, 
Where true friendship jays its hand, 

Dwells all greatness, all completeness, 
All the wealth of every land. 


Man is greater than condition, 
And where man himself bestows, 
He begets, and gives position 
To the gentlest that he knows. 


Neither miracle nor fable 
Is the water changed to wine; 
Lords and ladies at my table 
Prove Love’s simplest fare divine. 


And. if these accept my duty, 
If the loved my homage own, 

I have won all worth and beauty; 
I have found the magie stone. 


DROID NGO i Olee MyeBe tev oe kG mist s 


By Mrs. E. P. Miller. 


All over the floor of the blue, 
There are holes where the nails have 
pierced through ; 
And they let the White Light 
Of the glory at meght, 
Come dripping down soft, like a dew. 


Now the Angels, above, ever stand, 
To hold back with their glorified wand, 
The rich streams of pure light, 
That would palsy our sight, 

If poured out with a prodigal hand. 


There are floods of this glory above ;— 
Floods ever increasing by love ;— 

For the love of His saints, 

T'reed from sorrows and plaints, 
Is borne up by the Heavenly Dove. 


And there in the depths it is stored ; 
And thence upon mortals ’tis poured, 
As He sees we have need; 
Tor He ever gives heed 
To those children who wait on the Lord. 


elds ae 


On these cords of ineffable light, 
Slipping through from the glory at night, 
We may, hand over band, 
Upward climb to the land, 
From all sorrows of Earth out of sight. 


Out of sight of the anguish and pain; 
Out of sight of the filth and the stain; 
Out of sight of the grief 
That finds never relief 
‘Save in clinging to Jesus amain. 


There we'll drink of the glory our fill; 
We will bathe in the heavenly rill; 
For the Lamb is the Light 
Of the Throne, and our right 
Has been sealed by obeying His will. 


BACKWARD GLANCES. 
By Hiram Torrey. 
'To-night I turn to trace the years, 
That lead me back to childhood’s day; 
Yet I but faintly see the way 
With eyes made dim by falling tears ! 


As distant hills through autumn air, 
Aglow in sunset’s golden shine, 
Do seem to touch the world divine, 

And its transfigured glory share, 


So time with memory’s mellow light 
Has hallowed all the past for me; 
And through my horoscope I see, 

Nor cloudy day nor stormy night! 


O years, roll back that I may see 

That moss-roofed house on meadow run, 
With walls made brown by storm and sun, 

Which then was all the world to me! 


My heart cries out for that home band, 

Its well beloved ones, severed wide! 

O, some have crossed the darksome tide, 
To far off shores of summer land! 


Why come these dreams this pensive eve, 
Of scenes long passed and vanished joy ? 
Sweet dreams, that daylight will destroy, 

And leave my heart to sigh and grieve! 


Could I but turn the backward way, 
Unwind the slack’ning thread of time, 
Restore the lost—youth’s flowery prime— 

My life would be one golden day! 


wet at ek ig Som. aN se 


By Mrs. M. J. Smith. 


The roses are red on the bushes, 
The lily bends low on its stem ; 

And sprays of the sweet scented briar, 
Are glittering with many a gem. 

The sunbeams are hide-and-seek playing, 
With leaves that so merrily swing ; 

And under the branches are shadows, 
That come and grow deeper with spring. 


I sit by my window and listen 

To the song that the bobolinks sing ; 
And hold up my cheek for caresses, 

The warm breath of summer doth bring. 
I list to the musical humming, 

The buzzing of numberless bees, 
And wonder much whether they tire, 

Or carry their burdens with ease. 


To me there’s new life in the breezes, 
Whose breath bears the sweetest 
perfume ; 
I drink in the fragrance of blossoms, 
The hawthorn and appletree’s bloom. 
I welcome the tiniest flow’ ret, 
That peeps from the green growing sod, 
And join with glad nature in praising 
An all-wise and bountiful God. 


THE ENCHANTED ISLAND. 


By B.F. Taylor. 


A wonderful stream is the river Time 

As it runs through the realm of tears, 
With a faultless rythm, and a musical rhyme, 
A broader sweep, and a surge sublime, 

And blends with the ocean of years. 


There’s a magic isle up the river Time, 
Where the softest of airs are playing; 

There’s a cloudless sky, and a tropical clime, 

And a song as sweet as a vesper chime; 
And the Junes with the roses are staying. 


And the name of this isle is Long Ago; 
And we bury our treasures there ; 
There are brows of beauty, and bosoms of snow ; 
There are heaps of dust, but we love them so! 
There are trinkets, and tresses of hair. 
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There are fragments of song that nobody sings, 
And part of an infant’s prayer; [strings ; 

There’s a lute unswept, and a harp without 

There are broken vows and pieces of rings, 
And the garments she used to wesr. 


Salis 


There are hands that are waved when the fairy 
shore 
By the mirage is lifted in air ; | roar, 
And we sometimes hear, through the turbulent 
Sweet voices we heard in the days gone before, 
When the wind down the river is fair. 


Oh! remembered for aye be the blessed isle, 
All the day of life, till night! [ smile, 

And when evening comes, with its beautiful 

And our eyes are closing to slumber awhile, 
May that ‘* Greenwood ” of soul be in sight. 


PWT G HE MS ENG. 


By Mrs. A. R. Voorhees. 


1 sit alone; the slender moon 
Now the horizon slowly nears: 
"Tis summer evening; very soon 
Will earth be bathed in dewy tears ; 
On every flower the gentle dew 
Will shed new sweetness, pure and true. 


I sit and muse on scenes I love: 

The home and friends no more I’ ll know; 
Howe’er so blest my life may prove, 

I'll bless the days of LONG AGo: 


ERE Lea 


"Twas then I loved—my one true heart 
To LOVE responded, not to ART. 


I know not where thou art to-night, 

Thou whom my trusting soul loves well ; 
Where thou may’st be at morning light, 

I may not surely hope to tell : 
Where’er thou art my heart will be, 
Faithful, Oh dearest one, to thee ! 


CL ge Ue ToL ss 2 en ai 


By Kate Auld. 


Amid all the cluster of beautiful flowers 
That adorns my hair to-night, 
There smiles a delicate, modest bud 
With petals so purely white. 
Its beauty is precious and dear to me; 
I prize it more highly than wealth: — [one, 
‘Tis the bud that you gave me, my own darling 
A type of thy love in itself. 


You plucked it lightly from where there 
bloomed he 
Many more, but few fairer than this; 
You wore it awhile where ’t was nearest your 
heart, 
Which its petals might almost kiss. 


aaa “Sa. 


Then you, while its beauty was still aglow, 
Wove it tenderly into my hair; 

And amid the bright blush of garlanded wreaths 
While it lives ’t will be still glowing there. 


When it dies I shall press its dear leaves to 
my heart 

And kiss its pure petals so white, 

And fold it away in some secret. place, 
And hide its lost beauty from sight : 

But [ll love it as dearly when wilted as now. 
Our affection will ever be 

Unclouded, unfading; our symbol of love, 
The bud that you gave to me. 


ene des Bho (hint om. 


By Mrs. E. P. Miller. 


Have vou seen the gray-brown budding 
Of the trees in valleys low ? 
Have you watched it creeping, creeping, 
Up the mountain soft and slow? 
Weaving there a plush-like mantle. 
Brownish, grayish, reddish green, 
Changing, changing, daily, hourly, 
Till it smiles in emerald sheen ? 


— |b — 


Have you watched the shades so varied, 
From the graceful, lithe White-Birch, 

Faint and tender, to the Balsam’s 
Evergreen, so dark and rich? 

Have you seen the quaint mosaics 
Gracing all the mountain-sides, 

Where they, mingling, intertwining, 
Sway like softest mid-air tides ? 


Have you seen the autumn frostings 
Spread on all the leafage bright, 
Frostings of the rarest colors, 
Red and yellow, dark and light ? 
Have you seen the glory painted 
On the mountain, valley, hill, 
When the landscape all illumined, 
Blazons forth His taste and skill? 


Have you seen the folage dropping, 
Tender cling, as loath to leave 

Mother-trees that taught them deftly, 
All their warp and woof to weave ? 

Have you seen the leafless branches 

— Tossing wildly ‘gainst the blue? 

Have you seen the soft, gray beauty 
Of their wintry garments’ hue ? 


ae 
Have you thought the resurrection 
Seen in Nature year by year, 
Is a symbol of our rising 
In a higher, holier sphere ?— 
Lead the buds then, now maturing, 
To an Autumn rich and grand, 
That their Winter be a passage 
Through the gates to Glory-land. 
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Peo ota PEAT ING VR cae). 


By A. A. Hopkins. 


Tlow many wait and watch to see 
Their ships come sailing in, 

Irom dreary days and weary ways 
Glad haven sure to win! 

Tow many know the tender hope 
That holds throughout the vears, 

That somehow soon a blessed boon 
Shall bring them joy for tears ! 


Kach soul that sometime wafted forth 
Its argosies so dear, 

Has treasures rare beyond compare 
Forever sailing near. 

There is no need shall not be met, 
No want unsatisfied, 

When glad’ning gales speed in their sails, 
Across the waters wide ! 


But [—than such more needy yet— 
I wait for good to be, 

And dare not dream my joy supreme 
Will some day come to me. 

For though ofttimes beside the bay 
Its sailors I have hailed, 

I may not wait the doubtful fate 
Of ships that never sailed ! 


IONE MAC TNO Nips 


By J. G. Holland. 


What glory then! What darkness now ! 
A glimpse, a thrill, and it is flown! 
I reach, I grasp, but stand alone, 
With empty arms and upward brow ! 


Ye may not see, O weary eyes! 
The band of angels, swift and bright, 
That pass, but cannot wake your sight, 
Down trooping from the crowded skies. 


O heavy ears!. Ye may not hear 
a ‘ ve 5 4 s af " 4] =) nF 
Che strains that pass my conscious soul, 
And seek, but find no earthly goal, 

Far falling from another sphere. 
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Ah! soul of mine! Ah! soul of mine! 
Thy sluggish senses are but bars 
That stand between thee and the stars, 
And shut thee from the world divine. 


For something sweeter far than sound, 
And something finer than the hght 
Comes through the discord and the night 

And penetrates, or wraps thee round. 


Nay, God is here, couldst thou but see; 
All things of beauty are of Him ; 
And heaven, that holds the cherubim, 

As lovingly embraces thee! 


{f thou hast apprehended well 

The tender glory of a flower, 

Which moved thee, by some subtle power 
Whose source and sway thou couldst not tell; 


If thou hast kindled to the sweep 

Of stormy clouds across the sky, 

Or gazed with tranced and tearful eye, 
And swelling breast, upon the deep; 


If thou hast felt the throb and thrill 
Of early day and bappy birds, — | words 
While peace, that drowned thy chosen 
Has flowed from thee in glad good-will, 


Be ne 


Then hast thou drunk the heavenly dew : 
Then have thy feet in rapture trod 
The pathway of a thought of God; 


And-death can show thee nothing new. 


For heaven and beauty are the same,— 
Of God the all-informing thought, 
To sweet, supreme expression wrought, 
And sylabled by sound and flame. 
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The light that beams from childhood’s eyes, 
The charm that dwells in summer woods, 
The holy influence that broods 

O’er all things under twilight skies,— 


The musie of the simple notes 
That rise from happy human homes, 
The joy in life of all that roams 
Upon the earth, and all that floats, 


Proclaim that heaven’s sweet providence 
Enwraps the homely earth in whole, 
And finds the secret of the soul 

Through channels subtler than the sense. 


O soul of mine! Throw wide thy door, 
And cleanse thy paths from doubt and sin; 
And the bright flood shall enter in 


And give thee heaven forevermore! 





LIPE'S WORK. 


By Anon. 


All around us, fair with flowers, 
Fields of beauty sleeping he; 

All around us clarion voices 
Call to duty stern and high, 


Thankfully we will rejoice in 
All the beauty God has given; 
But beware it does not win us 
From the work ordained of Heaven. 


Following every voice of mercy, 
With a trusting, loving heart. 
Let us in life’s earnest labor 
Still be sure to do our part. 


Now, to-day, and not to-morrow, . 
Let us work with all our might, 

Lest the wretched faint and perish 
In the coming stormy meht. 


Now, to-day, and not to-morrow, 
Lest before to-morrow’s sun 

We, too, mournfully departing, ° 
Shall have left our work undone. 


DES Ca A TD IN ee COE BIN a 


By William Cullen Bryant. 


Is this a time to be cloudy and sad, 
‘When our mother Nature laughs around; 
When even the deep blue heavens look glad, 
And gladness breathes from the blossoming» 

ground ? 


There are notes of joy from the hang-bird and 


wren, } 
And the gossip of swallows through all the 
sky ; 


The ground-squirrel gayly chirps by his den, 
And the wilding bee hums merrily by. 


The clouds are at play in the azure space, 
And their shadows at play on the bright 
green vale, 
And here they stretch to the frolic chase, 
And there they roll on the easy gale. 


There's a dance of leaves in that aspen bower, 

There’s a titter of winds in that beechen tree, 

There’s a smile on the fruit, and a smile on the 
flower, | 

And a laugh from the brook that runs to the 


sea. 





And loook at the broad-faced sun, how he smiles 
On the dewy earth that smiles in his ray, 

On the leaping waters and gay young isles ; 
Ay, look, and he’l]-smile thy gloom away. 


[From ‘Studies in Bryant.’’] 


WY Due WIN Tae, 


By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 


/ 


Oh, little feet! that such long years 
Must wander on through hopes and fears; 
Must ache and bleed beneath your load ; 
I nearer to the wayside inn, 
Where toil shall cease and rest begin, 
Am weary, thinking of your road. 


Oh, little hands! that, weak or strong, 
Have still to serve, or rule so long, 
Have still so long to give or ask,— 
I, who so much with book and pen, 
Have toiled among my fellow-men, 
Am weary, thinking of your task. 


Oh, little hearts! that throb and beat 
With such impatient, feverish heat, 

Such limitless and strong desires ; 
Mine, that so long has glowed and burned 
With passions into ashes turned, 

Now covers and conceals its fires. 


a 
Oh, little souls! as pure and white, 
And crystalline as rays of light’ 
Direct from heaven, their source divine ; 
Refracted through the mists of years, 
How red my setting sun appears! 
How lurid looks this soul of mine! 


[From ‘¢Chimes for Childhood.’’] 


AL PS LI ON i Kay 2 


By John G. Whittier. 


I did but dream. I never knew 

What charms our sternest season wore. 
Was never yet the sky so blue, 

Was never earth so white before. 
Till now I never saw the glow 
Of sunset on yon hills of snow, 
And never learned the bough’s designs 
Of beauty in its leafless lines. 


Did ever such a morning break 
As that my eastern windows see ? 
Did ever such a moonlight take 
Weird photographs of shrub and tree ? 
Rang ever bells so wild and fleet 
The music of the winter street ? 
Was ever yet a sound by half 
So merry as yon school-boy’s laugh ? 
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Oh Harth!? with gladness overfraught, 
No added charm thy face hath found; 

‘Within my heart the change is wrought, 
My footsteps make enchanted ground. 

From couch of pain and eurtained room 

Forth to thy light and air I come, 

To find in all that meets my eyes 

The freshness of a glad surprise. 


Fair seem these winter days, and soon 
Shall blow the warm west winds of spring 
To set the unbound rills in tune, 
And hither urge the bluebird’s wing. 
The vales shall laugh in flowers, the woods 
Grow misty green with leafing buds, 
And violets and wind-flowers sway 
Against the throbbing heart of May. 


Break forth, my lips, in praise, and own 
The wiser love severely kind ; 

Since, richer for its chastening grown, 

I see, whereas I once was blind. 
The world, O Father! hath not wronged 
With loss the hfe by thee prolonged ; 
But still, with every added vear, 
More beautiful thy works appear! 


As thou hast made thy world without, 
Make thou more fair my world within; 
Shine through its lingering clouds of doubt ; 

Rebuke its haunting shapes of sin; 


Boal Se 
Fill, brief or long, my granted span 
Of life with love to thee and man; 
Strike when thou wilt the hour of rest, 
But let my last days be my best! 


[From ‘*Among the Hills.’’] 


LONGING 


By James Russell Lowell. 


Of all the myriad moods of mind, 
That through the soul come thronging, 

Which one was e’er so dear, so kind, 
So beautiful as Longing? 


The thing we long for, THAT we are, 
For one transcendent moment, 

Before the present, poor and bare, 
Can make its sneering comment. 


Still, through our paltry stir and strife, 
Glows down the wished Ideal, 

And Longing moulds in clay what Lite 
Carves in the marble Real; 


To let, new life in, we know, © 
Desire must ope the portal ;— 

Perhaps the Longing to be so 
Helps make the soul immortal. 


BOT 23 


Longjng is God's fresh heavenward will, 
With our poor earthward striving ; 

We quench it that we may be still, 
Content with only living. 


But would we learn that heart’s full sewpe 
Which we are hourly wronging, 

Our lives must climb from hope to hope, 
And realize our Longing. 


Ah! let us hope that to our praise 
Good God not only reckons 

The moments when we tread his ways, 
But when the spirit beckons,— 


That some slight good is also wrought 
, Beyond self-satisfaction, 
When we are simply good in thought, 
Howe’er we fail in action. 


[From ‘*Chimes for Childhood.’’] 


ere Vik ae) Tg ee Cy GL) 


By Nellie V. Mayhew. 
In the fire-light’s flickering glow, 
How the visions come and go, 


Of the loved of long ago! 


ee eee 


How our lonely hearts still yearn, 


And our aching heads do. burn, 


As our thoughts toward them turn! 


When night’s shades begin to fall, 
How the shadows on the wall 
Bring the forms of one and all! 


Then will mem’ry backward roam, 
To our childhood’s joyous home, 
Ere the dread destroyer come. 


Oh! the splendor to behold, 
Gathered in the fire-light’s gold, 
All its beauties ean’t be told. 


Fire-lght flicker, dance, and fall, 
Casting shadows, great and small, 
Framing pictures on the wall,— 


While within thy ruddy glow, 
Visions come and visions 20, 
Of the loved of long ago. 


DS sot pie A Mae INA Uae 


By A. A. Hopkins. 





I sit beside my window here, 
And through the winter atmosphere 
I see the hills of evening rise 
Against the fading sunset skies. 


ee Gas 


As one by one the stars outshine, 

I think how in this heart of mine 

When darkness comes, through fear 
and doubt, 

The star of love shines clearly out. 


It brighter still and brighter glows, 
As deeper night my being knows, 
And looking steadfast on its ray 

I half forget the vanished day. 


O star of Love divine, so blest, 
Shine on forever in my_ breast, 
That never night may come to me 
So dark*I can no comfort see ! 


The clouds are often o’er my way 
So dense I walk in twilight gray, 
But in thy hght, O star divine! 
I see my Master’s face outshine! 


And seeing this, I walk along, 
Upon my lips a grateful song! 
Within my heart a silent prayer 


That God will make all shadows fair. 


Then Faith contends He ever will, 

And Faith recites with tender thrill 

That for a moment dims my sight— 
“At evening-time let there be light!” 


[From ‘Asleep in the Sanctum.’’] 


OM Oey cele ge ne 


By D. M. Jordan. 


So you have been to the village 
And the homestead over the hill, 

And walked once more down the shady road 
That leads to the old grist mill ? 

What of the old log school house, 
With its benches narrow and hard, 

The desks where we used to carve our names, 
And the trees that shaded the yard ? 


The homestead roof is moss¥ and gray, 
Its rooms empty and still; 

The weeds are trailing over the walks, 
And mildew darkens the sill. 

The dear old road up the river 
Is tracked by the iron rail, 

And the shadows under the maples 
Have fled as a switt told tale; 

The school house, ragged and roofless, 
Stands where it did of yore, 

But the dancing feet of the children 
Waken the echoes no more. 


Alas for the dear old school house ! 
But where are the boys and girls ? 
With their inerry pranks and laughter, 
Their songs and their sunny curls? 


Se 
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Is the old shop door still open, 
Does the anvil chorus ring 

To the strokes of the sturdy blacksmith 
And the songs he used to sing ? 

And the quiet spot on the hillside, 
Where the sweet blush roses grow: 

Did you look on the shining marbles 
For the names that we used to know? 


Where are the boys and girls? -Ah, me! 
I talked with a gray-haired man, 

Never guessing until he told, 
That he was the merry Dan 

Who locked the master out in the cold 
And made him treat the crowd ; 

Who stood up longest at spelling school, 
And looked so handsome and proud. 

There’s a grand new school house on the spot 
Where the anvil used to sound, 

And the arm that wielded the heavy Bpdge 
Is resting under the ground. 


I walked where the western sunbeams 
Touched with their fingers of gold 

The names on the mossy marbles 
That we loved in the days of old. 

And the purple shadows of evening 
Tell on the day and my tears 

As I wept for the vanished faces 
That I knew in the by-goneé years ; 


They are gone, and their names are fading ; 
They are scattered far and near ; 
Some have carved on the scroll of fame 
The names that were first carved here: 
But oft in the dim and jostle 
There cometh a vision still 
Of the beautiful vanished summers 
And the school house over the hill. 


DARE GIN ©) 1p Aats D a Sea Ts as a 


By M. Weaver. 


low oft it seems that life’s a dream 
As hopes delayed 
Our way have stayed 
Which former years had made to gleam 
With pearls, and gold from richest stream, 
And longed to go from youthhood so, 
When life’s a dream, 
We well may deem ; 
When cares and sorrow it can scarcely know, 
And fancies future’s store to brighter glow 
Than present e’er may seem ! 


But age reveals. a sterner fact: 
With labor thrive, 
And nobly strive, 
That whatsoever part we act 
The good with lite be all intact: 


yo 


be oH 
That life may bear some blessing rare 
To hearts astray 
) From wisdom’s way ; 
That coming generations nobly dare [share 
To tread the rugged paths we’ve trod, and 
The good we do to-day. 


Po IVT ING Torre 4 Garena 


By Mrs. E. P. Miller. 


“Hvening at Home” suggests, so sweet, 
A quiet sitting by the fire 

After the evening board is cleared ;— 
The lamps, or in the humbler homes, 
Far back from cities’ sights and sounds, 
The candles lit; the boys and girls, 
With father, mother, and mayhap 

The old grandsire and dame, ranged round 
As best their taste or comfort suits. 

Old pussy purrs ‘twixt Rover's paws, 
The wise old dog, whose blinking eyes 
Turn knowingly this way or that, 

As erewhile one or ‘nother speaks ;— | 
And whose quick ear is all attuned 

To catch the first, remotest sound 

Of friendly foot; and at the tread 

Of thief or foe, so stealthy, sly, ' 

His tones, in furious notes, and loud, 
Leap out, and eyeballs start with flame! 


Hays) ge 
The flickering firelight flashes din, 
Weird lights and shadows o’er the walls, 
And paints such wondrous pictures there ; 
While those that hang, are softened now, 
Now made more bright and clear withal ;— 
And chair and lounge and “settle,” old, 
Are shadowed here and there, and seem 
Like things of life,—e’en as they are 
To those who ve known and loved them long. 
And early childhood’s memory brings 
The old deal table, well-scoured floor, 
And long-geared clock, that’s told the hour 
Of births and deaths and marriages, 
A century past, and may be more. 
The old “ beaufet,’’ with corner shelves, 
And great blue platters standing guard 
O’er crockery of lesser boot, 
As o'er the thousand and one things 
Which, in these later days, and new, 
The closet and the pantry hide ; 
The pumpkin drying on the “ pole ;”’ 
The baby’s only flannel gown, 
Washed out since he has gone to sleep, 
And hung before the fire to dry. 
Our mother, by the *light-stand,” cuts 
The apples for the morrow’s ples ; 
And grandma knits, while grandpa naps ; 
And father with his paper reads, 
Or now or then, aloud, at which 
The children hush their merry talk, 
And slyly earry on their games 





Without disturbing look or sound: 

The bed-room door stands quite ajar, 
So’s not to shut the baby out, 

As also to let in the warmth. 

All this I see, and how much more 

I scarce can tell,—but ah, so much 
That children now know nothing of, 

Nor can they ever know; for times 

Are changed,—turned topsy-turvy quite.— 
I see on evenings just before 
Thanksgiving, Christmas, 'Lection days, 
The great brick oven which all day long 
Has held alternate heats and bakes, 
Now roaring with its latest fill 

Of blazing faggots, which, removed, 
Give place to last and choicest batch 

Of goodies for the coming *‘ fete.” 

The children dance around in glee, 

And offer little hindering helps, 

Which mother, tired, refuses oft ; 

And this, to them, strange wonder brings,— 
For ah, the weariness she knows, 

‘They can not feel, nor comprehend. 


On other evenings, in the Fall, 

I see the seven-pail kettle hang 

Upon the “crane,” "bove gentle fire ; 
Within, a seething, boiling mass 

Of pared and quartered apples, rolls, 
In * boiled-down cider,” raging round. 
And as they soften, mother skims 


So 
Them gently out, and puts in more ;— 
And this till late into the night,— 
Till the big barrel, 1ron-bound, 
Is brimmed with “cider apple-sauce,”’ 
Which, all the winter through, ’s so good. 


And thus I might go on and tell 

How sausages were made, and linked; - 
How apples cut and stringed to dry ; 
How the old spinning-wheel warmed up 
By standing all day long beside 

The fire, would whizz and whirr, while we 
W ould wonder how the yarn was made 
So smooth and fine; how so drawn out; 
How wound so deft on spindle bright ; 
And O, the graceful tripping turns 

Of mother’s small and shapely feet, 
And motions of her comely hands, 

Are pictured now, more vividly, 

And more delightfully than aye 

A waltzer’s step or belle’s choice wave! 
Ah, these were gala days for us ! 

But then, for her who loved us so, 
Poor, patient mother dear,—how we, 
Her tender love, must oft have tried! 


In contrast with my memories, 

Comes up the thought of what will be 
The memories of many a score 

Of city bairns, when they to man- 
And-womanhood have grown; for them 


My look sees cooped-up tenements 
With one room windowed, yes, and one, 
_Mayhap two, more, into the which 
God’s light and air can never come: 

A huddled, and—it must be so— 

An impure life; no elbow-room 

In which to let off childish dash, 

And thus fresh, youthful vigor, grow ; 
No garret, wide, to romp and, ay, 

To royster in; no nice mud-pies 

To make, on broken china bits: 

No sand-bank ovens to be built; 

No ducklings, goslings, chicks, in Spring ; 
No trees to climb, no berries, pick ; 

No orchards full of luscious fruit ; 

No sucking cider through a straw ; 

No slides down hill, nor drawings up 
Of sled, with panting breath and cheeks 
Aglow, that make such muscles fine 
And store of life, as children here, 

In pent-up town, can ne’er attain. 


But ah, you see I’m telling what 
They ‘ll not remember ;—’cause, forsooth, 
‘Tis dearer, far, than what they will.— 
For they ll remember many a fall 

Both up and down the long, dark stairs ; 
The filthy streets, the quarrels, strife ; 
The rags and tatters; smells, so foul: 
The hide-and-seek in allevs dim,— 
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For children all, must have some play ;— 
The scarlet, typhus, measles, mumps, 
Small-pox, and health-inspectors, dread. 
While, in the higher walks of life 

The memories of these city bairns 

Must teem with warnings, frequent, sore.— 
“Don’t soil, or tear, your garments, gay!” 
* Don’t mar the furniture, so fine!” 

‘Do not on the piano drum ;” 

‘And don't, I pray you, make a noise, 
For mam/’a’s sick, and must have rest!’ 
‘Don't ope the blinds; nor tease to go 
Outside ; ’’—in short, a score of NOTS 

So knotty all, that none need think 

It strange that children naughty grow, 
Nor that their after-lives are far 

From what God meant our lives to be. 
And farther on, come hours so late, 

And suppers, parties, theatres, 

Wines, dresses, beaux and belles, and such 
Unnervings and excitements, vile, 

As form foundation, sure and soon, 

For suffering, disease, and death 

Of all that’s good and pure and high, 

In body, mind, and soul, as. well. 


‘Tis true, there bright exceptions are, 
To pictures such as these I paint ; 
Yet falseness lurks in city life, 

And stealthy creeps, or more or less, 
Far back in towns and villages, 


> 
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Till hamlets even are slimed o'er 

With want of real and natural ways ;— 
Which should, by all, be much deplored. 
Ah, me, how oft my o’er-wrougbt heart 
Goes out in gratitude to God, 

That my dear, precious childhood home 
Was in the country, fresh and pure ; 
That there, no foul, false views of life 
With wily pitfalls, flower-entwined, 
Were e’er allowed to enter in. 

But. that the False prevails, so then 
Should earnest lovers of the Truth, 
Seek to present 17, plain and clear, 

To who may live this folly life 

Of fashion, frailty, ignorance, 

Of error, wretchedness, and sin. 

Such be my task: so grant this lay — 
And I'll no more; but to the work 

I love, will hie in times to come. 


~ [From ‘* Evening at Home.’’] 


PAW Aah) Soir S eT 
Come ye, come ye, to the green, green wood; 
Loudly the blackbird is singing: 
The squirrel is feasting on blossom and bud, 
And the curling fern is springing: 
Here ve may sleep, 
In the moss so deep, 
While the noon is so warm and so weary, 
And sweetly awake, 
As the sun through the brake 
Bids the robin and white-throat sing cheery. 


The quicken is tufted with blossoms of snow, 
And is throwing its perfume around it; 
The wryneck replies to the cuckoo’s halloo, 
For joy that again she has found it: 
The jay’s red breast 
ps over the nest, 
In the midst of the crab-blossoms blushing: 
And the call of the pheasant 
Is frequent and pleasaat 
When all other calls are hushing. 


HITCHCOCK & WALDEN, 


PUBLISHERS. 
SUBSCRIPTION BOOK DEPARTMENT, 


190 West 4th Street, Cincinnati, 0. 


Agents wanted for the best subscription books in the 
| Market. 


THE ILLUSTRATED POLYGLOT FAMILY BIBLE 


English Hdétion, thirteen styles. German Hdition, thi ee styles.—Bound in 
elegant styles, from $6.25 to $15, handsomely illustrated with wood and 
steel engravings, printed on fine paper, and contains extra matter, or Bi- 
ble Aids, with a compiete Bible Dictionary. 


The Latest, Freshest, and most Complete of all the MOODY Literature. 
FIVE BOOKS IN ONE. 


MOODY—His Words, Work, and Workers. 


Sold only by subscription. 11,000 copies sold in six weeks. It is the fast- 
est selling book in the market. Circulars and Terms to Agents sent free 
upon application. Agents’ outfit sent, post-paid, on receipt of 50 cents. 

“UA UTION.’—Be sure the book you buy is the FIVE WORKS IN ONE— 
the latest and the best. ONLY published by Hitchcock & Walden, 


CENTENNIAL TEMPERANCE VOLUME. 


A new book. 1000 pages. Essays, Speeches, Histories of the various 
Temperance Societies and movements, including the ‘‘ Women’s Cru- 
sade.’ Sixty-five steel and wood engravings of the most prominent Tem- 
perance Men and Women of the age. 


THE STANDARD BUNYAN. 


Embracing the Pilgrim’s Progress, with marginal index and notes ex- 
planatory. By Rey. Joseph Ivimey, D. D. One large and splendidly il- 
lustrated Royal Octavo volume. 

The above are for sale by subscription only. First-class Agents, and 
others needing employment, address, for terms and full particulars, 


HITCHCOCK & WALDEN, 190 West Fourth St., Cincinnati, O. 
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‘*The New Musical Curriculum ” 


Is the standard piano instructor. It is used by the best teachers in 
preference to all others, A b 
Price $3.00. 


“The Model Organ Method ” 


Though comparatively new, this thorough work is already the accept- 
ed leader among organ instructors. 


Price $2.50. 


“ Palmer’s Theory of Music ” 


Is anew work by H. R. Palmer, which no music student should fail to 
have. It enables all to go deeper into the science of music, in the most 
pleasant manner, than most pupils before could hope. Ié finished the 
*¢royal road”’ to music, ifever there was one. 

Price $1.00. 


“ The Musical Union.” 


A fine large collection of popular music, vocal and instrumental. About 
$15 worth of good music handsomely bound. 


Price $2750: 


Church’s Musical Visiter. 
_ THE INDEPENDENT JOURNAL OF MUSIC. 

A magazine for musical people. Every number contains from 14 to i6 
pages of music. Every subscriber receives a valuable premium. Sample 
copy and full particulars sent on receipt of stamp. 

$1.50 per Year. 
SOHN CHURCH @OO0., CINCINN ATT, O: 


E L 3 ¢ Wy - RC ML. MAX A DELER’S NEw Book. 

ey gw Just published. Will outsell 
any book in the field. This, brightest of humorous books is profusely il- 
lustrated with most laughable pictures by ARTHUR B. Frosr. Will sell 
by reason of its beauty and cheapness. No other book published possess- 
ing such general fitness for the wants of the present times. Agents who 
wish to make tg wages wanted in every town. Tempting terms and cir- 
culars sent on application to 


J. M. STODDART & CO., 523 Chestnut St. Philad’a. 


Don’t fail to supply your S. S. w ith 


CROWN OF CLORY 


By S. W. STRAUB. 
itis a rich mine of words and music, sostly new. The songs will please 
at jist, and grow brighter and sweeter with use. No other book will de- 
light your 8. School like CROWN OF GLORY. Send 35 cts. for Sample 
Copy, $3.60 per doz. $30. 00 per hundred. Specimen pages sent free. For 
sale by all booksellers and musie dealers, Published by 
J ANSEN, Me CLU OES Oa Chicago, Hl. 


Now Ready ! For Sunday Schools. 


SONCS OF GRATITUD 


E: 
By James H. Fillmore. 


It contains 160 pages of almost entirely new music for Sunday Schools; 
neatly bound, and printed in combined notation, Send forasam ple copy. 
Price 35 cents. $3.60 per dozea by express; $4.00 per doz. by mail. Speci- 

-men pages free. FILLMORE BROS., Publishers, Cincinnati, Ohio. 





NEW AND POPULAR MUSIC BOOKS. 
HE A VENW ARD son etek. 


RAY‘ P. P. Briss, and other favorite writers including the best hymns 
and eas of the late P. P. BLISS. 


This is the only New Song-Book containing Mr. Bliss’ best Songs, —the 
ones that have made his name famous throughout Europe and America. 


"GLE WRT Ee 
SO ree Pa SO NS 
PURE, DIAMONDS 


Three choice coNecsions of Sunday School] songs, which shouid be ex- 
amined by al] Sunday School Workers. They are unsurpassed, and con- 
tain some of the best Sunday Schoo! Songs written.: 


SONCS OF FAITH ocean 


cred Songs, by the best writers, including MoopDy and SANKEY’s famous 
songs. For Revivel, Praise or Camp Meetings itis unrivalled. Send for 
Sample copy. Price of each of above 35 cents, $30.00 per hundred. 


poor by Dr. § CHAPEL ANTHEMS 


iferbert, assisted by the best writers. Just 2 abel ah and will be found 
just whatis needed for Choirs, Conventions, &c. Sample copy mailed, $1.25. 


SONCS OF P. P. BLISS iotht: 


best Songs, Duets, Quartettes, &c., Sscular and Sacre. by the late P. P. 
BLISS, with portrait and sketch of his life. Price, in boards, 30 cts.; 
cloth, 50 cts.: cloth full gilt, 75 ets. Sold by Book .and Music Dealers, or. 
mailed, post-paid, en reccipt of price. 


S. Brainard’s Sons, Publishers, Cleveland, O. 





HE WILL COME 


Christ to Reign over the Earth. 
BY STEPHEN H. TYNG, Jr., D. D. 
16mo., 216 pages; $1.25 in cloth; $2.50 in Morocco. 


This work is not prophetical. It discusses the topic as a divine prom- 
ise. Its plan is to follow the narrative of a Christian’s experience of the 
revealed facts in thenext dispensation. The author has not deviated from 
the purpose with which, in his preface, he opens his book. There is nota 
line of controversy im the volume. The spirit of every pageis devotional. 
But the book must not be ranked with other books which find place in 
such a classification. It is full of bold and original thought, apt illustra- 
tion, and forcible writing. The several chapters are followed by choice 
poetry, selected from the works of BONAR, WORDSWORTH, CHARLOTTE 
ELLIOTT. SIR EDWARD DENNY, BISHOP HEBER, FABER, BIJKERSTETH, 
KEBLE, WESLEY, and others. 

Altogether the book bids fair to take the position of a standard volume 
ou the subject of which it treats. Sold by Booksellers, or prepaid on re- 
ceipt of price by MUCKLOW & ius 494 St. and Madison Ave., N. Y. 
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5 Return of the Lord Jesus 








THE MUSIC READER, 


BY MEIGNEN, & KEYS, For Schools, Classes, and Private eee, 6 
is THE BEST BOOK published, 

Price, $1.00, or $9.00 per dozeu. Copies mailed post-paid upon receipt 
of marked price. This book is recommended by teachers as being the 
Brest Meruop for learning the art of music reading. 


Our **MUSICAL MONTHLY JOURNAL,” price 60 cents per year, 

(prepaid) containing 8 pages of music, alro, interesting musical reading. 

Sent to all parts of the countr ie Address WM. H. BONER & CO., Agents, 
No. 1102 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, “Pa. 


Eating for Strength, 
By M. L. Holbrook, M. D. 


NOTICES OF THE PRESS. 

‘*The book is for the most part uncommonly apt, coming to the point 
without the slightest circumlocution.’—New York Tr: ibune. 

“One of the best contributiens to recent hygienic literature.’’—-Boston 
Daily Advertiser. 

“What is particularly attractive about this book is the absence of all 
hygienic bigotry.”— Christian Register. 

“One man’s mother and another man’s wife send me word that these 
are the most wholesome and practical receipts they ever saw.”’—F. # 
Branson. 

“Tam delighted with it.’—“Z. B. Baker, M. D., Michigan State Board of 
Health. 

‘*Tt would, we believe, be nearly-a cure for GYSPEDSIH: %— Druggtsts’ Oir- 
cular, N. Y. 

“Its author is 30 immeasurably in advance of American housekeepers 
in general, that we hope he may be widely and frequently consulted.” 
~ Christian Union, N. ¥. 


Sent by mail for $1. Lady agents wanted. 
ee & Holbrook, 13 and 15 eee St., N. Y. 


Music = Books! 


“ THE SHINING RIVER! 7’ Of this and similar books for Sabbath 
Schools it may be said, that most of the hymns are equally good for 
Adults, and for more youthful singers. Thereisno ‘‘age” about them. 
Price 35 cents. Reduction for quantities. 


Mrs. Van Cott’s ‘‘PRAISE BOOK! ’’ This new book is to take its part 
in the future work of a most successful revivalist, aad will be used by all 
denominations. Price 35 cents. 


‘‘GOOD NEWS!’’ All have not yet heard it, but all should do so. 
A charming collection of lyrics for Sabbath School or other meetings. 
Price 85 cents. Reduction for quantities. 

Ditson & Co’s ‘‘MUSICAL MONTHLY.’”’ 20 pages of Music, Sheet Mu- 
sic size. Choice and new pieces, Vocal and Instrumental. Any book sent 
by 7 post- - ee, on receipt of he gales OR ye ied) & CO., Des hon. 








Poultry BWW ies a et Be 


A splendidly illustrated Monthly, devoted entirely to Poultry. A com- 
plete repository of information oa the subject. $1.25 a year. Send 10 cts. 
for a specimen copy. Address, POULTRY WORLD, Hartford, Conn. 


25 CENT BOOKS. BIG SALES! nievcoxs i ine market, 
Many agents sell nothing else, whilst others sell them in connection with 
subscription books. Canvasserson weekly and monthly papers often car- 
ry our stock, and thus double their profits. Wholesale Rates very low. 
Sales Rapid! Agents Wanted at all times. Men, through us, can obtain 
a light, pleasant and big paying business all the year reund. Send for 
list and circulars. 25 cent books on al} the leading sensations of the day. 
Purchase direct from the oldest house in the business, BARCLAY & CO., 


21 N. Seventh street, Philadelphia, Pay 


COMMON SENSE 


INO GeING GriA line. 


Everybody's Favorite Rocker. 


A good easy chair is considered by many to be one of the desira- 
ble things of earth. Where one is rid of fatigue and weariness, and 
can bear with tedious visitors and common place remarks, and when 
left to his own reflections he finds himself amid a society of phan- 
toms and visions suited to his mind. 

Those in need of such a Chair will please send stamp for Tlustra- 
ted Circulars and Price List to 


F. A. SINCLAIR, Mottville, Onondaga Co., N. Y. 


Be careful that the chairs are stamped with my name in full; oth- 
ers are IMITATIONS. For sale by Furniture Dealers generally, and 
at 218 Fulton Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 








A FIRST-CLASS JOURNAL FOR ALL RURALISTS. 
A. A. HopKIns, P. C. REYNOLDs:, Editors... G. F. WIt- 
cox, Contributing Associate. 


Terns of Subscription.—$1.60 «@ year. postage prepaid. 
Cash always tn advance. 


Address all lettersto THE RURAL HOME A 
ROCTT ESTER, N. Y. 


Now Ready, the ** Flameng Edition’ of 


BOCR RCM) Sei rue VEP RON: 


A REVISED TRANSLATION BY W. K. KELLY. 


Illustrated with Portrait and Ten Etchings, Designed and Engraved by 


ite ieee PO) ieee rs eM Ee NG. 
1vol. Crown 8 vo. Cloth, $3.75. 


‘Tt is by far the finest edition of the Decameron in English which has 
ever been given to the public, an tis a complete presentation of the great 
Italian story-teller, to whom literature has been so much indebted for 
the last five hundred years. Lovers of the great Etrusean will find it al- 
together the most satisfactory edition of the hundred tales to be found.” 
— Boston Globe. 

“These illustrations, exquisite in design and masterly in execution, 
more truthfully interpret the spirit of Boccascio’s writings than any oth- 
ey designs ever published. Their character may be best indicated by say- 
ing that they are freer from the grossness which characterizes the old 
illustrated editions, and from the inanity which distinguishes the modern 
ilustrated editions.’—Literary Nes. 

GEBBILE & BARRIE, Importers, Philadelphia. 


OL, 
PHRENOMOGI CREO Ei ais 


AND eee 


SO EEN Eo) fees eda bee 

THE PHRENOLOGICAL JOURNAL AND SCLENCE OF HEALTH, having 
been combined, is now published as one magazine with the above 
title, and covers the ground hitherto occupied by both as distinct 
publications. 

PHRENOLOGY unfolds the relations of Mind and its physical in- 
strumentalities ; shows how the multifold diversities of human char- 
acter and capacity are related to universal laws, and by a positive 
analysis of individual mentality ministers to individual usefulness, 
designating special aptitude, and indicating the methods by which 
mental and physical defictencies may be remedied. As an agency 
in training the young, in correcting and reforming the vicious, and 
in controlling the insane, its value cannot be estimated. 

This combined magazine will contain practical articles on Physi- 
ology, Diet, Exercise, and the Laws of Life and Health ; Portraits, 
Sketches, and Biographies of the leading Men and Women of the 
World, besides much general and useful information on the leading 
topics of the day. It is intended to be the most interesting and in- 
structive Family Magazine published. 

TeRMs.—Published monthly at $3 a year. Single number, 30 cts. 
Agents wanted. Splendid premiums given. Address 


S.R. WELLS & CO., Publishers, 737 Broadway, N. Y. 
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JAMES a JACKSON, M.D. 
Price by Mail, 50 Cents. 


TABLE OF -CONTENTS. 

CHAP. L- Whatis meant by it. I1.—Ante-Natal Training. IIfI.—Pain- 
less Labor. Quick Confinement. Rapid Recovery. Vigorous Health. 
1V.-—Plenty of Milk. Quantity of Milk. Frequency of Feeding the Child 
—how to Dress it—where it should Sleep—who should take care of it. 
V.—Organic Development—the Bone-Forming Period—the Muscle-Form- 
ing Per riod. Vi.—Prevention of Ailments. VLI.—Attitudes and Postures. 
if ay ees oF lucation of the Intelligence of Children. IX.—The Nerve-De- 

veloping Periot. X.-—Consolitation of the tluman Body and the Devel- 
Sainune of Character. XI.—Marriage. Address © 

AUSTIN, JACKSON & CO., Dansville, N. Y. 
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ART GF TEACHING SCHOOL. 
1 VOLUME, Jd5mo., CLOTH, 327pp. 

The highest authority for the best, means and inetho.us of instruction 
Every teacher should have a copy. None can afford to be witneut it. It 
teaches: Mow to Establish Schools—How to Organize Schools—What to 
Teach, und the Best way of Doing it. Price $1.50. Sent by mail, prepaid to 
any part of the United States. Address, 

J.-B. MERVIN, 704 Chestnut St., St. Louis, Mo. 




















A New Mobtiiy: Devoted to 


Mental, Moral, and Physical Culture. 
TERMS $1.00 A YEAR. 


EVENING AT HOME is printed from new type, on book paper, and 
contains eight large pages of the best original and select reading 
matter obtainable. Sample copy, six cents. 

WorDs OF CHEER, a new monthly for Children, also published at 
this office. Terms, 25 cents a year. Sample copy, three cents. 


What They Say. 


Tam well pleased with the EvENING at Homer, and more so: to 
know that one man dare publish.a paper and not crouch to low ad- 
vertisements—especially drugs and patent nostrums. : 

Jie Peres, MoD: 

Just such a paper as every family in the land should fale Oe 
ION, Elkharé; Ind. 

A readable and popular jour sale —E. P. MiILiErR, M. D. 

A very intéresting paper.—R. T. TRALL,-M. D. 

It is full of good matter, entertaining and wholesome, and deserves 
success.—W. C. BRYANT, N. Y. 

I like the ** Evening at Home” because it.stands on a plain, com- 
mon-sense, truthful basis.—Mrs. E. P. MILLER, M. D. 

Agents Wanted. Large Cash Commission Given. 


H. A. Mumaw, Publisher, Orrville. Ohio. 


¥ #85 BRAINARD’S MUSICAL WORLD. 

No person interested in music can afford to be without this valuable 
musical monthly. Each number contains forty pages of elegant new 
music-and choice musical reading. As the music in each number would 
alone cos& intisual sheet form, more than the subscription price for one 


year, we know of no better investment for those desiring a monthly sup-. 


ply of the best new music at a trifling cost, Send $150 to S, Brainard's 
Sons, Cleveland, O., and yeu will receive the ** World” regularly one 
year, together with a valuable book of 216 pages, entitled * Musical 
Hints,” as a premium ; or for 15 cents a aes copy will be sent. 





Good Tooke. 





fEsop’s Fables.—(James’ Version.) With spirited illustrations by John 


Jenniel, engraved by Howland.and others. 12mo, extra cloth, $1.25. 


Arthur’s Tales for Rich and Poor.—By T. S. ARTHUR. 6 vols., l6mo, il- 
Tustrateu, extra cloth, gilt back, in neat boxes, $4.50. 


teising in the World. Riches have Wings. Debtor and Creditor. 
Keepingup Appearances, Making Hastetob Rich. Retiring from Business. 
Baldwin’s Fables.—The Book of Fablés, sv -etions from /Esop and other 
authors. By E. BALDWIN. With 100engravings. 16mo, extra cloth, $1. 
Address COLLINS & BROTHER, Publishers, © 
414 Broadway, New York. 
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